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waiting for the pleasant downhill jaunt into the
town, where he would have a trencher of
spaghetti, of which he was phenomenally fond,
though he was a very English bull terrier and
scornful of foreign ways. And then suddenly h<*
growled and sat up. There was a sound oi
shuffling footsteps on the dusty road behind us,
and a clear thin trickle of music from a pipe* As
the dog barked, the sounds stopped. I looked
aver my shoulder with some interest. A gentle-
man, very dusty and way-worn indeed, was stand-
ing there, regarding us bashfully yet acutely as
he wiped a tin whistle on the leg of his deplor-
able trousers.
"Sit down, Jack/1 I remarked, severely, and
hooked on the chain. Jack was, as I have said,
English. It was his theory that shabby trousers
should be at once attacked, halfway up the calf,
"Is his name Jack?" remarked the dim ob-
ject in the twilight advancing over the turf. "Cor-
rect me if I'm makin' a mistake, but I reckon
you're English yerself/'
"You are too, I take it?" I said, rather
curiously,
"That's right," he returned, sitting down, not
too close, but at a friendly distance, "That's what
you might call me. Not that the blinkin' consuls
are ever very glad to see me/' And he laughed
without malice, holding his whistle with his
fingers on the stops. He was a very disreputable-